KING    WILLIAM    LAND
had had the news by wireless — had died in Ireland six months
before. He sat motionless, and I looked away. Here, I thought,
is a corner of the world where the dead still write letters; a place
where no man knows what has happened to his country, his
village, his father. If war comes tomorrow, I shall not know it.
If a sidereal cataclysm destroys half the surface of the globe, I
shall not hear of it. Man's pride lies in feeling himself one with
his kind, in the knowledge that he is a member of human
society; we, at Gjoa Haven, have not this honour. We are
the tail of the lizard, cut off from the body and continuing to
wriggle.
Gibson said nothing, but put the letter into his pocket. The
thought pursued me, and in the evening, when each of us had
retired to sleep in his own cubicle, I could imagine him the
other side of the partition, lying in his bed, opening the letter
again, and reading those words: cMy dear son . . .'
All such thoughts — the roving hawk, the grisly owl, the sense
of isolation — were, I know now, the frettings of a man from
Outside; no man of the Arctic let them upset him. Even in me,
they were to vanish and be replaced by other and more imme-
diate concerns, by reflections better adapted to life near the
Pole; and this transformation was to take place with a rapidity
so great that I cannot now say when the change came. What
was grim and strange was soon to be familiar. What was dreary,
as those lightless beacons had at first seemed to rne dreary, was
shortly to bear a friendly cast in my sight. The snow would be
my shelter, the blizzard an enemy I should learn to deal with,
and the notion of death itself would grow as familiar as a cat
before a fireplace.
But I had not yet reached this point. Winter had not yet
come with its feeling of permanence and of something settled.
We were in the fall of the year, the dread season of squall and
high wind, of cold without snow and of shivering discomfort
(the only season in which men shiver in the North), when the
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